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Come Dance!
Come dance-
Climb into the music,
Feel it, breathe it, use it
To support, uphold, sustain every move.
Pose-
In graceful arabesque,
Seeming alive, yet statuesque,
With muscles taut down to your toes.
Explore-
Feel the music sweUaround you,
Embrace, enfold, surround you,
Giving meaning to movement.
Prance-
Move your feet with rapid precision,
Quick bourrees a mystic illusion
As you glide across the stage.
Disclose-
The heart's candescent energy,
Burning, glowing, stormily-
Harnessed, giving freedom and great power.
Pirouette-
Twist, and turn, and twirl
In a filmy, shimmering swirl
On gilded feet of quicksilver.
Move-
Like a dream set into motion,
Each gesture a word or emotion
That paints a picture in the mind.
Soar-
Leap with supernal lightness,
Defying gravity, seeming weightless,
Held suspended in the air-
Glide-
Flow with measureless grace-
Portray the delicate strength
Held beneath the body's pulsing energy.
Come Dance!
Sherri Beeler
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Slugs and How to Kill Them
by Derek Brower
How to kill slugs? Sound a lit-
tle morbid? Maybe even in-
humane? There is a reason for
this negative attitude toward our
fine slimy friends. In other parts
of the world, away from this
corn-isolated area, slugs are a
predominate garden pest. Best
selling products are at times
directed at killing these bother-
some beasts.
Those of you who have never
seen a real slug may ask, "What
is a slug anyway and why would
you want to kill it?" A slug is a
small stupid animal with very lit-
tle charisma. They vary in size
from under an inch to about six
inches long totally extended.
They are covered with a thin
layer of snot-like stuff to help
them slide along. Wherever they
travel, they leave a shiny trail of
mucus behind them. They vary in
color. Slugs come in black, dark
brown, light brown with a
greenish tint, greenish gray with
blotches of black, and many
other fine hues. When touched, a
slug will tighten up and play
dead. They have no bones, only
skin and guts. Some have two an-
tenna protruding from their
front which retract when
touched. At night, slugs slowly
attack unsuspecting garden
plants such as broccoli,
cauliflower, and cabbage by
eating holes in the leaves and
stem. This action calls for a
retaliation by those who have put
time and effort into raising their
garden. A slug's purpose (as you
know, every animal has a pur-
pose) is to help break down used
organic matter into soil. Due to
the fact that the training of slugs
not to enter a garden can be long
and tedious, not to mention ex-
pensive (A good slug trainer goes
for upwards of$5,000 a summer.)
The cheapest and fastest action
to take is simple method called
death, which I am about to ex-
plain.
First, to kill a slug, you must
think like a slug. You must figure
out where to find them. I don't
mean one or two. Imean lots and
lots of slugs, twenty or thirty or
so. Where do slugs get together
and chew fat? How can you get
large numbers of them in one
place? You must find out their
schedule. When do they eat?
When do they sleep? When do
they get off work and go home to
their families? Are there any par-
ticularly heavily traveled roads
or highly frequented freeways? If
so, how can you block their high-
ways or make appealing rest
areas for them to gather?
Lucky for you, I have found the
answers to most of these ques-
tions for you. The best method
used to get large numbers of
slugs in one place is to create fine
rest areas on or near their high-
ways. These "rest areas" are bet-
ter known as traps. Now, slug
traps need not be fancy devices
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bought in stores. They can be
made quite easily right at home,
but this will be covered in the
next step. I have found that the
most heavilyslug traveled area is
the perimeter of a garden.
During the day, slugs are hard to
fmd in your garden, but you can
see the results of their work all
over the place. This extensive
damage is done in the conceal-
ment of night by hordes of slugs,
but due to the darkness, it is very
hard to successfully hunt them.
In the daylight, slugs hide from
the sun to prevent drying. Many
people think that putting salt on
slugs will kill them, but I have
found that this is not the case.
The salt does dehydrate them ex-
cessively, but the predator
remains. I have covered slugs
with so much salt thai you could
not even see their skin, only to
come back later to observe a
much smaller slug sliding out of
my supposed death trap. Having
answered the important prelimi-
nary questions, you are now
ready to move on to the next step.
You must begin by preparing
the area for the moment of tri-
umph. Remember that the most
heavily slug-traveled area is the
perimeter of your garden. You
must get enough roofmg shingles
in order to place them end-to-
end all the way around your gar-
'den. The reasoning behind this
method is this: slugs hate the
morning sun because of its heat.
4
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First, you give them a nice "rest
area" that will protect them from
the sun. It must also be close
enough to the garden for easy ac-
cess the next night.Whywouldn't
any slug in his right mind take ad-
vantage of it? He just might get
his whole family and move under
your shingles. It would sure save
him a lot of time and all that
money in subway and bus fares.
So here you have a large num-
ber of slugs living, sleeping, and
playing little slug games in your
"rest area," Now is the time for
the kill!? The best time to attack
is in the morning after the sun has
been up for a couple of hours and
you're wide awake. Take ~
medium size bucket and fill It
half full with a high octane
gasoline for best results. A lower
octane will just prolong the
agony. Also get a rubber glove or
a friend who loves the feel of
slime and head on out to your
traps.
Turn over the shingles one at a
time and grab the slugs quickly,
before they slime away. Then
drop them into the bucket of gas
and watch them shrivel up. Con-
tinue this process until you have
gone all the way around the gar-
den.
There are many waysto dispose
of the remnants. You can use
your toilet facilities, bury them,
place the bucket on a pedestal in
the middle of your garden to
gloat over-or pour them out on
your driveway and offer them up
as a burnt sacrifice.
So, the next time you are having
trouble with our little slimy
friends, don't be bashful. Arise,
go forth, and conquer. •
Return to One
One
Alone with God
Happiness is found in solitude
New adventures
New risks
Accomplishing
Growing
Two
Joined with Another
Happiness is found in companionship
New pleasures
New pains
Sharing
Caring
Three
Blessed with Child
Happiness is found in responsibility
New experiences
New mistakes
Teaching
Learning
Two
Still with Another
Happiness is found in opportunity
Old pleasures
Old pains
Still sharing
Still caring
One
Alone with God
Happiness is found in memories
Of three
Two
One
Never alone
Ardean Landhuis
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My Father's Instruction: Proverbs 1:8
I
FoUy and infatuation
Flaunt a dream summer at the hay
With the trees and Iwant to go.
But a man is inmy mind
And without saying no he
Uses father language to say stay.
II
When Iwas two feet tall
And you were the biggest
Man on earth, I knew there was
Something about you great.
And when I saw your five-six frame
Next to someone who had
One bigger, I knew it
Was something else that made you
The biggest man on earth.
III
Those times when you left
And that other man came
Back, I was scared of what
They had done with you.
But after a time you
Would always come back
And I realized it was
You all along. Then
It was easy for you to do wrong.
"You bastard" I thought,
"My wife will never cry.
I won't be like you."
IV
A night in the place where
The other you came from;
One you'd already raised
Sat with me. He had gained
Your wisdom and he
Pointed to me the fathering
That had been done. There was
No afternoons of catch
Or no weekends camping
like on TV.
But I remembered you
Letting me drive the Chevy
Even though I had no
License and Mom was mad.
And I remembered waking up
For school and your day of cutting
Meat was half over.
And I remembered safety
Glowing from your cigarette in
The screen porch when it thundered.
I even remembered
That squeaky red trike,
And you were the biggest
Man in the world again.
V
All at once the wisdom
My brothers before me found,
The wisdom you'd shown me
For nineteen years came to me when
Folly and infatuation
Flaunt a dream summer at the bay
With the trees and I won't go.
Darin Wiebe
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About Friends
The leaves that press
Against my window
Weren't stuck there
By accident,
They were there for me.
They came at a time
When all I could see
Were hundreds and thousands
Of leaves,
Blowing in the wind,
Blowing with no end,
Until those
Few small leaves,
Were pressed against my
Window,
Making a pattern across
My body,
As I lay in their shadow,
Feeling the darkness and the light
Mixing,
From a few, small, leaves;
Pressed against
My window.
Kristy Vallder Welff
,,
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The Right to ...
Who are we
That boldly walk
Down unlit paths?
We plunge our fingers
Into bowls,
Tben question when they
Come out stained.
Who are we to open atoms
Or nuclei, which
God made whole?
We condemn the world
To total destruction
But stare, shocked
At the power we create.
Who is to blame
When thousands are killed
By "accidents" of science?
Not the minds behind
The technology,
But tbe hoards of people
Who applaud at how
Advanced we are.
It is we who
Wage war on the
Unborn, and leave behind
A trail of dead,
Whose bones we have
Savagely crushed
With our promises,
Or threats.
Who are we?
Not by nations or beliefs
Are we identified,
But rather that
Majority who refuse
To finally stand up
And scream, "No!"
Mary Beth Vander Aarde
Spectrum 1988 8
Untitled _ Yvonne Myers _ photograph
Spectrum 1988 9
When the Tide Rolls In
by Holly Donaghy
Iarrive at night, always.I glance
at the speedometer: I am speed-
ing. I always speed when I take
the beach road, but I can't bear
the by-pass. It is so much like the
city I am trying to escape. Speed-
ing ispart of myanxiety;I've been
speeding since Richmond,
through Chesapeake and all
through the tiny towns along the
route. I only have a week, and
subconsciously, I know that a
week is not enough time.
At first, I didn't want to take a
vacation. My boss told me that I
was over-stressed, and needed
some time away and to myself. I
was forced to agree. The past
three months had been hell on
earth. I had to get away and for-
get.
Anthony Giacomo Bruni. A
nice kid to look at, if you were
into looks. He led his gang mem-
bers into Maury Levin's grocery
store, and took turns shooting at
Maury. "We didn't mean to kill
hirn,just scare him into giving us
some booze,"
The court wanted to try An-
thony as an adult.
I agreed.
I can't help the frustration I
have with myself over the whole
thing. What right did I really have
to make a judgment like that? I
was playing God with other
people's lives, and frankly, that
scared me to death. I knew that
he was guilty from the moment I
walked into the briefmg room.
I'd seen the pictures of Maury's
grocery store, the bullet holes lit-
tering the wall behind the
counter. Worst of all, I had seen
Maury broken nearly in half with
bullet holes, almost as though a
blade had cut him in half.
Maury's widow sent me some
chili after the Bruni kid was sen-
tenced. A thank-you, I guess, for
"a job well done."
"Take aweek," they'd said, "Go
home, visit your parents, get out
of this god-forsaken hell-hole."
Mom had suggested the beach.
"We always have so much fun
there," she said, "And Dad has
time off from the university, and
I can get time off from the hospi-
tal- we'll meet you down there."
The house is dark when I arrive.
A chain across the driveway bars
curious tourists from the expanse
of architecture that my father
took such pride in building. The
dark structure looms high above
the cement drive, a light in the
apex of the roof my only source
oflight as I park under the house.
I breath deeply of the night air,
cool and salty in my lungs, and I
welcome the elixir, a cure for my
weariness.
I drag my luggage up the stairs
and fumble for the keys. The
house is stuffy as I enter and flip
on the lights. The cold, blue ar-
tificiallight bounces off the win-
dows, and I go outside to unbolt
the shutters that protect the win-
dows from the driving forces of
weather which pummel the
Outer Banks in the off-season
from September to May.
I sink into a chair and look
around the room. Nothing has
changed. The walls are tactfully
furnished with brass ship's im-
plements and Leroy Neiman
prints. A sailfish graces the wall
above the sofa, and I laugh as I
remember when Dad first caught
it. He'd caught a shark at the
same time and wanted to have
them both mounted and called
from Florida to tell Mom. She
asked where he planned to hang
them. The sailfish in the living
room, he'd said, and the shark in
the bedroom. That shark was
nearly the end of my parent's
marriage. Gracing the wall be-
tween the French doors and a
baywindow is an America's Cup
print from the races in Australia.
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The clock is accurate, accord-
ing to my watch and adding an
hour. Three a.rn. With a yawn, I
skip down the stairs and haul
sheets out of the linen closet. The
bed is made already, a nice
surprise because I can't do
hospital corners. I smile and
creep between the crisp sheets. I
listen to the silence; no lights
from the street, no taxis, no
neighbors fighting. The lullaby of
pounding surf rocks me to sleep.
I dreamed ofmy childhood that
night, of learning to fish. I was
standing on the end of the pier
with one of our neighbors. It was
10
daylight, and I saw what I thought
were sharks' fins. They were por-
poises, the neighbor told me.
They were so close I could see
the blackness of their skin-hull,
the small Usshapcd air hole. I
wanted to call to them, but I
couldn't. As if he knew, one of
them started jumping and cack-
ling at me as I waved. I couldn't
talk back, but I imagined he
could read my mind and knew
that I wanted to be friends. He
leaped one more time, and but-
terflies flew like bats in my
stomach.
I awake to bright sunshine. The
rays of light creep through the
blinds as inquisitive fingers sear-
ching for a resting place. I sit up,
and the humid stickiness con-
"
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ducive to July is present here, in
September. Warm hands of light
heat my back, and I jump out of
bed in search of the coffee pot.
Upstairs, the Atlantic roars,
white caps tossing their heads as
great waves rise and fall; I see it
all from the kitchen. The scent of
coffee perks up my eyelids, and I
look out at the surrounding
houses. Hogue's are next door-
just Bob now. Meekin's spend
their winters in Richmond; their
house is all boarded up and
empty-looking. Acree's are still
in their house- the sand has
covered the back porch - they
know now that they built too
close to the water. Brinn's house
is down the beach a few houses.
Ours is the newest home at
milepost 18, the architecture
modern compared to the cigar-
box, barn-style homes of our
neighbors, with sky lights and an
archway window that everyone
thought would leak after Dad
had it commissioned. It didn't.
The coffee gives me the fix I
need, although fresh air does the
same trick. Old habits die hard, I
guess.
Post-coffee is always run-time.
Here, the ritual is a form of en-
joyment as I pull on my Adidas,
and I run from the Outerbanks'
pier to JeaneUe's pier, a mile
down the beach. Running in sand
is harder than I remember, and I
am fatigued when I reach
Jeanette's. The weariness
reminds me that I don't have to
work when I'm finished. I am in-
vigorated at the thought, and my
legs possess a new-found energy.
The wind is against me, and
sand flies into my mouth as I try
and breath. Sand stings against
my face, and I run backwards for
a few feet. I fall flat as I try and
turn around, my feet tangling
with each other in an involuntary
battle. My legs take advantage of
this rest - I am only yards from
the house, but the roaring water
intrigues me as I look out, trying
to determine its character. Gulls
ride the waves as they come in,
floating on the tops like irides-
cent buoys. A kingfisher dives,
and comes up with a fish, silvery
and sparkly in the sunlight.
"One.two, three- UP!" I say to
myself. I take one last look at the
water before goingback up to the
house, and I see a memory. A
rising and falling of black arches
capped with dorsal fins. Por-
poises! The mammals I dreamed
of, that Iwanted to swimwith and
play with as a child, had come to
see me. It was almost as though
they knew I was here and I
needed a friend. I stood and
watched them until they were
gone. I counted twelve pairs in
all, rising and falling. They al-
ways travel in pairs.
The house seemed kind of
emptywhen I got back. I liked the
solitude, but it was almost too
quiet. I knew that 1needed to go
to the grocery store, but the drive
to Manteo was not an appealing
thought. Still, I couldn't drink
coffee the whole week. I flipped
on the radio, and went to change
for my journey to civilization-
the phone rang - I'd forgotten
about the phone. It was Mom,
calling from New York, checking
to see that everything was all
right in the house. "Yeah - I
guess so-I haven't checked
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everything. The coffee pot
works." Mom laughed at me,
knowing how alike we are when
it comes to coffee. "You have a
good few days. We'll be down as
soon as Dad grades his mid-term
exams." As I hung up, I resisted
the urge to call my answering
machine to see if anyone had
called.
There was one clerk at the
checkout, and I stood leafing
through a National Enquirer as
the woman two cars in front of
me haggled over the price of cof-
fee per pound, as though her
haggling would change the $3.49
a can for 3 pounds of coffee. The
next woman had more coupons
than Carol Wright, the mail-
order coupon lady. By the time
she had gone through her
coupons three times, I began to
think that God really wanted me
to ram my cart into her plaid
polyestered behind. Finally, 1got
to the cashier. "You really eat
wheat germ?" she asked me,
"Don't remember selling much
of this stuff-you must be a
tourist. Where ya from?" I wasn't
used to cashiers in grocery stores
talking to me at all unless I
shorted them a penny, so I ig-
nored her. She didn't seem to
notice, so I didn't bother to ex-
plain. I was ready to take my
wheat germ and go home where
it was quiet as well as devoid of
coupons and plaid polyester.
The wind had roared, and a
storm was coming across the
water. Dad had taught me how to
watch the water, and that's how
you knew when the wind was
coming up. Groceries put away,
I went outside to watch. The
temperature dropped about ten
degrees as the wind picked up,
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twisting and mauling the sea oats
in its clutches, and whipping
sand everywhere. Goose bumps
freckled my arms, and 1went in
just as the rain started pelting the
house. 1 watched the wood go
from cedar yellow to a rotten
wood brown color, like the in-
sides of rotten tree logs in the
woods. The smell of wet sand
drifted in through the screens,
and 1 fell asleep to the fire of
shot -gun rain.
It was black when 1woke up. 1
had heard enough wind to be
able to distinguish between a
nice calm breeze and the force of
a hurricane gale. This wind was
closer to a gale. My adven-
turesome nature got the better of
me and 1dressed for a walk in the
wind along the shore.
1 took a flashlight with me, but
turned it off when I reached the
water's edge. The tide was out,
and blobs of black seaweed
caught in between my toes. I
pulled it out, and wrinkled my
nose at the fishy smell emanating
from the seaweed. The water
roared over my feet and soaked
the bottom of my jeans. They
clung to my ankles, cold and
clammy. 1 was getting near the
pier, so I turned on my flashlight
because, at night, all the ghost
crabs come out to romp.
I skipped the beam over the
sand, eyeing it suspiciously. The
crabs didn't hurt, but if they ran
across my feet, they had the
ability to scare me silly. I saw one,
then two scrambling from the
light. Some were paralyzed with
fear and stayed completely still.
Yet another began to whir his
legs and bury himself up to his
stemmed eyeballs, unsure of
what 1 intended to do.
The cold ate at my skin, and the
wind had begun to tear at my hair
viciously, claw-like in its manner.
The black night suddenly ham-
mered a fear in me, and I ran
carelessly toward the house, the
flashlight beam bouncing as 1
went. I was breathless when I got
inside, and scared. Just as 1
closed the windows, the thunder
and lightning began to rumble
and crack, the vibrations jarring
the wooden floor under my feet.
I was alone.
I bolted the doors and curled
up on the couch with the phone
next to me and turned on the TV.
David Letterman babbled about
his sky cam, and I listened and
laughed as my heart beat slowed
down, and my breathing
returned to normal.
The static of the off-the-air TV
station woke me. The wind was
bellowing and my neck hurt from
the position 1was in.
1 crept down the stairs and fell
into my unmade bed. The tension
left my body as I relaxed, and my
anxiety turned to sleepiness.
I dreamed about the porpoises
again that night. I was swimming
with them and playing with them.
I had a wet suit and my scuba fins
on, and I swam like a porpoise. 1
pinched myself to see if I was
dreaming or not, and I awoke.
There were tears on my cheeks,
and 1 felt surprisingly empty.
Sunlight brought me a glorious
morning. I went through the
usual routine. The coffee was
bad this morning, just the way I
like it. The storm had blown in
some driftwood, and mounds of
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the green seaweed. Beached
jelly-fish were strewn this way
and that. I did a tip-toe around
them, trying not to break my
stride.
The pier was just ahead of me,
and 1 saw a huge piece of
driftwood, all smooth and worn
by the water. I jogged toward it,
and, as I went, my heart sank.
The black, smooth surface was
scarred from the intense beating
of the roaring water against the
pilings holding up the pier. What
was left of the dorsal fin was
jagged and broken off, white car-
tilage seeping out and hanging in
a stringy mass. I reached out: my
hand was shaking as the fingers
touched the smooth head. His
eyes were open, his mouth ajar. 1
brushed my hand over his cheek.
His skin was so smooth, so
human, I thought as I knelt be-
side the shattered husk.
Sobs welled up in my throat,
and 1 screamed. A man came
running from the pier's tackle
shop and stopped short when he
saw why 1screamed. "Hey Joey!"
he yelled, "Grab a shovel and get
down here, quick-like."
Joey came, and we buried him
in the sand. Tiny granules of crys-
tal beige clung to the dampness
of his flesh, and stung in his eyes.
1 waved as the last shovelful of
sand fell heavily on the remaining
bare spot of flesh. As I walked
back to the house, the image of
that broken and battered being
haunted me. I cried silently, tears
streaming down my cheeks, my
nose, and running down my
throat.
I lay down on my bed, closed my
eyes, and prayed that when 1
woke up, I would find it was all a
dream .•
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Beatification
Once-white rags line the siD--
Stiffened replicas of mountains
Guarding the cold window
The rusty crank used to open
The window now has been broken
Only the shaft is left
Water stains the curtain's torn
Edges that are unevenly hung, nailed
To dingy plaster-cracked
A little man sits
Propped up in a grey bed
With eyes bright blue
A hazy film covers the pane--
From the lonely cigarettes
Smoked within
His smile is silent
As he watches the world
Go by his window
A fly has ceased his struggle
In the sticky threads that lattice
The window's frame
Tracy Henninger
Window View. Greg Wede -. print. 47/8" x 4"
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by Dave Rubsam
)
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Ienjoy elevators. I alwayshave,
from the time I was a small boy
when I would ride up and down
and up and down just to feel that
odd, whoozy, almost-nauseating
feeling that I would get in the pit
of my stomach. Well, that feeling
is still the same, but now I also
enjoy doing things a little bit out-
of-the-ordinary, like standing
facing the back wall, as I am
doing now. I can feel the in-
credulous stares of my fellow
riders on the back of my neck,
and I can catch a few muttered
comments about my sanity (or
lack thereat), but that is all part
ofthe fun.When !feel the motion
stop and the doors slide open be-
hind me, I just turn and smile and
calmly exit, leaving my bemused
audience to wonder.
My door is the first on the left.
It is never locked. I consider
nothing I have to be of any real
value, so I just don't bother lock-
ing up. If anyone were to ever
steal anything, I'd just assume
that anyone so desperate as to
steal from me is welcome to
whatever he can find. So far I
have yet to find anything missing,
and I've lived in that same apart-
ment for nearly twelve years. I
think everyone in the building
knows me by now, at least by
reputation; I may be a bit ec-
centric, but I'm essentially harm-
less.
I
\
John
My apartment shares my per-
sonality, or so people say- pret-
ty quiet and unimposing. The
smells of coffee and fragrant
pipe tobacco lingering in the air
are mygreeting home, along with
traces of yesterdays chile and just
a hint of the "deodorizer" that is
supposed tomake myroom smell
"as fresh as a pine forest after a
gentle rain." Anyway, I live
alone, unless you consider
Sebastian, myoid cat, who is as
much a fixture in my place as the
slightly deformed overstuffed
couch or my favorite ancient
leather chair. I generally turn on
the TV as soon as I get in, not to
watch, but for the "company,"
unless friends drop in to visit-
which they frequently do.
I love company, and people
seem to enjoy visiting me in
return (either that or they are
very good actors). I never say
much, but no one seems to mind.
I must offer something they like,
because they keep coming
back - some have said "I always
feel better after having a good
talk with you," but they never
realize that they have done all the
talking.
Sebastian weaves around my
legs as I prepare our supper:
Nine Lives for Sebastian and a
corned beef on rye sandwich and
coffee for myself. The old feline
bumps and brushes my calves as
I slice the pungent crusty rye loaf
(I bake it myself.) and put the
coffee on to brew. Tonight
Sebastian has apparently
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decided that corned beef sounds
better than Nine Lives and joins
me for part of my sandwich. His
course tongue rasps my fingers
after each tidbit I give him.
My particular passion is books.
Special editions litter my apart-
ment. I've always said that some-
day I'm going to have shelves
built and get them all organized,
but it's never gotten done and
probably never will. So now they
just lie wherever I happened to
put them down, in stacks and
piles on every convenient sur-
face - I'm the only one around
most of the time, so since the
mess doesn't bother me, it
doesn't bother anyone.
Tonight is my night for volun-
teer work down at the mission.
People often wonder why I go
down there, but for me it is a
good way to spend one evening a
week. Sure, the "winos" and
"bums" have problems and may
not be the most pleasant guys to
be around at times, but I learn
from them that the rest of us real-
ly can't know unless we've been
there ourselves.
Igenerally walk to the mission,
even though it is dark by this time
of night. The darkness holds no
special terror for me - the
streets I follow to the mission are
busy ones, so there is little danger
ofbeing mugged or otherwise ac-
costed, and I can find mywayjust
aswell in the night as I can during
the day. When I turn the corner
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on to Franklin Avenue where the
mission stands, I alwaysknow I'm
close because I can hear the
music they always play to' let the
men know that they can come in
for their meal, and I can smell the
soup as its odor wafts out from
the kitchen's exhaust fans - a call
that beckons louder to the street
people than the music ever
could.
I'm generally in charge of
doling out bread or fruit for the
meal, and then I also provide a
little entertainment by playing
the piano and singing a few
songs, nothing heavy or deep,
just old favorites and requests
from the men. I play by ear, so
even if I don't know the song re-
quested, I can usually pick it up
if some of them can manage to
sing the tune. The men off the
street are, overall, so genuinely
appreciative of what we do for
them that I always leave feeling
good, glad that I could help in a
small way.
The wind is cold tonight,
strong, biting right through my
trousers to numb my right thigh,
and making my right cheek ache
and my right eye water. After an
evening at the mission and awalk
through the blustery winter
night, it's good to settle down at
home again. Sebastian curls up
on my feet as I reach for my
favorite volume from the depths
of my leather chair. The book is
beyond well-worn, its leather
binding has lost all rigidity so that
it limply follows the contours of
my lap as it rests there. Its pages
are dog-eared and torn, but the
words still are as gripping for me
as the first time I read them. As I
believed, but for another reason
as well. You see, I am blind. I
have told you all this, not because
I want to boast of how well I can
do as a blind man, but simply to
let you "see" life as! see it. •
finger each line, I can't help smil-
ing a little at the passage I have
hit upon tonight because the one
line has extra significance for me:
"Blessed are they that have not
seen, and yet have believed." It is
special, not only because I have
Homework in the Bookstore
boredom
swells in my brain
squeezing the creativity
and ambition out of my
head holes
Darin Wiebe
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by Sheri Harthoom
John Kapper swept the hair
from the green vinyl barber
chair. It fell to the floor, covering
the painted cement like pepper.
He straightened, resting his head
on the broom handle and gazed
at his domain. He had never
questioned the decor of his little
barber shop before, but now he
was seeing his surroundings
through different, more critical
eyes.
Everything was changing in
Orange City since the movie
people came to town. The mil-
lionaires who formerly bought
and sold in paint-splattered
overalls now bedecked themsel-
ves in wool suits. John noticed
that his more affluent clientele
no longer came to the old barber
shop. N.ow their hair was
tailored, layered, stripped and
styled.
From his store-front window,
John could see the restorations
going on down Main Street.
Across the street and to the left,
merchants discussed renovating
the bakery store front. To the
right, the fiberglass front of the
clothing store was being torn
down to be replaced with a
Dutch gable facade. It seemed
strange to John that just at the
point when authentic traditions
were being cast aside his com-
munity should, for the sake of
Old Shining Brass
something new, turn to the artifi-
cial old. He could hear the whir
of the ditch digger as it dug the
canal through the park. John
chuckled at the futility of a canal
in Iowa.
Attention now turned to his lit-
tie shop. He noticed as if for the
first time the elements that made
up the aura of his shop. The
scents of shampoo, after shave,
sweat, and dust mixed with just
the slightest hint offish. The back
wall was covered with fishing
poles, lures, reels, and yellow and
orange bobbers that look like
Christmas tree ornaments. John
wondered what the Hollywood
people would think of the decor.
Little papers lined the other
walls: an advertisement for a cir-
cus three months past, yellowed
newspaper clippings with dog-
eared corners, and several black
and white photos from the '76
Bicentennial of men with half
their beard shaved off.
Could he change all this in two
months? He could polish, clean,
repaper, tear down, build up ...
He was growing old though and
visions of fame he'd left behind
years ago for a more pragmatic
view. No, he'd leave things just as
they were. He liked it that way.
He liked the red faced clock
whose arthritic hands crept slow-
ly around its course stopping to
ponder each number. He liked
the mounted deer horns where
he sometimes hung his coat. Best
of all, he liked the two intricately
etched brass plates picturing
Dutchmen in winged hats and
wooden shoes which hung above
the mirror and watched with ap-
parent aloofness the transactions
happening below. He had hung
them there in 1923. It did not
seem quite right to move them
now.
The groaning of the screen
door as it was forced into service
awoke John from his reflections.
Charlie came in. Though the July
day was warm and lazy, Charlie
was cold. Maybe the ears could
no longer distinguish between
wind and the ever present noise
of the ditch diggers, thought
John. Charlie took off his black
Dutch hat, held it in his fist
momentarily, then stuffed it into
his coat pocket. The furrowed
hands awkwardly looked the but-
tons, removed the coat, and hung
it on the deer horns.
Charlie shivered and sat in
John's barber chair. His hair was
the purest white and, though not
thick, generously encircled his
head like a crown. John began to
cut. Charlie sat transfixed, gazing
out at the changing town that had
once been home.
"John, what do you think of all
this 'domkof' stuff?" Charlie
asked, eyes still staring blankly
out of their sockets. "They say
that times are changin' but, GaU,
ain't things changed enough?"
John's eyes swept his shop,
lingering on the brass plates and
then out the window. "Reckon
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you're right, Charlie, but at least
they are trying to rebuild our
heritage." John hoped he
sounded more cheery than he
felt.
"Rebuild? Who needs to
rebuild? They still have us, don't
they? We are their heritage, not
some front that they stick on a
store. We're the real thing. Why
don't they talk to us?"
"Don't rightly think I know the
answer ...maybe they just want it
to look old, but shine like new."
"Paa!" said Charlie falling
silent, "Paa."
John saw the two movie
producers coming down the
street followed by men dragging
equipment and three scantily
clothed actresses. John thought
that the girls were too skinny,but
that would change when they
started eating sausajes and pie.
The group cut right across the
middle, not heeding the
crosswalks. They seemed to be
heading right for the barber
shop. John brought a hand to his
head to straighten his hair,
reconsidered, and messed it up
instead. They yanked the door
open and forced their wayin. Im-
mediately they began taking in-
ventory of the place without so
much as a glance at John, remov-
ing things, rearranging, laughing.
John rallied and continued to cut
Charlie's hair. One man sug-
gested purple striped wallpaper,
and a girl said the fishing poles
must go.
John kept right on cutting.
Charlie's hair fell snow-like to
the floor until John stared down
in horror at the bald, wrinkled,
yet shiny, head of Charlie. John
gestured an apology; Charlie as-
sured him that the hair would
have been gone soon enough
anyhow.
The tallest of the men threw his
hands up in laughter and one of
the plates came crashing to the
floor. It wobbled, tiled, leaned
and came to rest face down. John
felt his anger welling up. They'd
upset his plates - the plates that
had hung unmoved since '23. He
ordered the group to leave, told
them that his barber shop wasn't
for sale, wasn't to be
redecorated, and wasn't going to
be in any movie. The screen door
slammed behind them.
John removed the bib, from
Charlie's neck, shook the hair to
the floor, folded the bib and
placed it on the other green
chair. "Well, Charlie, sure is nice
weather we've been having."
"Yep, J ohn, it's warmed up
considerably," Charlie replied
with a knowing grin. "Thanks for
the haircut, John. Should be real
easy to keep this way. I kind of
like it." Charlie rubbed his bald
head. "Guess it goes to show that
you can be old and still shiny." •
Untitled • Yvonne Myers • photograph
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Okay, okay.
I was walkin' up the stairs
acutely aware
of my
aloneness
in this strange world
of corn and wild sunflowers;
when a polite, consistent
knocking on my door
broke through my melancholy reverie.
imagine my surprise
to see a
what -is- it?
boy
with quicksilver eyes,
no taller than my waistline
i'mfromthecatholicschoolwouldyoubuyacandybar?
what kind? sez I
chocolate-with-uh-uh-
melons-in-it.
(what kind of boring word is "almonds," anyway?)
what could Ido?
a dollar changed hands.
ah,
God
(sighs I)
you really throw a good left hook
and
boy
am I glad
you knock me out sometimes.
S. Belh McGee
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Silent Screams
wounded glances
perhaps noticed
but left unheeded
bubbling happiness
overflowing
damned by pessimism
sorrow or heartbreak
to be pitied
but not shared
loneliness disguised
somehow sensed
but allowed
silent screams
cries for help
pleas for understanding
silent screams
audible to the heart
heard by God
listen
Dave Rubsam
Twenty-five years • Thea De Groot • photograph
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by David Rubsam
Roses are red.
Violets are blue.
You were alive
Until I sbot you.
I didn't shoot you myself. But I
had you killed. That's about the
same thing, ain't it? I'm sorry,
man - I gotta go - I gotta get out
ofhere.
* '" '" '" '" '"
My name is King. In my
neighborhood I'm called The
King. I'm the leader of the
People. We control the East
Side.We took over from the Out-
siders. We got the territory the
same way I got to be Numher
One - by being the best. The
People own the 'hood. I own the
People.
The Hitter is dead. I killed him.
It all started a couple ofmonths
ago when the 'Siders tried to get
back some turf. The rumbles
were going down almost every
night. Being Number One means
that I don't have to go out myself
much anymore. That's what guys
like the Hitter were for - him
and the rest of the little guys- to
take care of the rough stuff.
Anyway, that's when it all
started, while Hitter was out on
the streets for awhile.
Consequences
Roses are red.
Violets are blue.
Things were OK
Until I took you.
The Hitter and his lady got a
place just across the alley from
me. They even lived on the same
floor as me, so I could see their
place from my window. So this
one night a couple of months ago
I got back real late from a party.
I was so beat I didn't even bother
undressing or even turning the
light on when I got home - I just
hit the sack right off. But I
couldn't sleep. Ever get that way
when you just can't sleep even
when you're too tired to even
think? It was one of those hot
nights where there's no way to
get comfortable, ya know? So I
got up again. I went out on the
fire escape to try and get some
cooler air maybe, and that's
when I saw Hitter's girl. Why the
shades wasn't drawn I don't
know why,but they wasn't, and I
saw her through their bathroom
window. She wasjust coming out
of the shower. What could I do,
man? There's no way that I
couldn't look. She was prime,
you know what I mean? I knew I
had to have her.
I had Jojo (Number Two)
check her out the next day. It
turned out her name was Beth,
the daughter of old Eli who lives
over the liquor store couple
blocks down the street. I sent
Jojo and a couple other guys
around to tell her I wanted to see
her that night. She said OK-
what else could she do, right?
What The King says, you do. It's
the way life is, if you want to live
in the 'hood.
So she came over that night.
She stayed.
Roses are black.
Violets are grey.
I got what I wanted-
You got in the way.
The Hitter was spending all of
his time on the streets. He came
back to his place only a couple
times in the next month or so, and
then only to change clothes. I
don't think he spent more than
twenty minutes there that whole
time. The word was that he was
sleeping at bus stations and those
mission places and eating
wherever he could beg or steal a
meal. About this time Beth tells
me she's pregnant. And Hitter
ain't been with her since before it
happened, she says.
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I sent word out on the streets
that I wanted to see Hitter. Jojo
found him and brought him in.
"What's hap'nin' Hitter? How
we doing with the 'Siders?"
"We're doin' all right. They
ain't got back one inch of our
turf."
"Jojo doin' good as Number
Two? He catchin' any flak?"
"Jojo's doin' fine, man. Ain't
nobody messin' with Jojo."
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"That's good, real good. Why
don't you go home awhile and
rest up. You been out a long time.
I bet your woman's dyin' to see
you."
"Thanks, man. Maybe I will."
I sent a bunch of food and wine
over to Hitter's place after he
left. But the next day I fmd out
from Beth that he never made it
over there - he spent the night in
my building, playing cards with
my bodyguards until they all fell
asleep; then he went out again.
"Hitter, why didn't you go
home like I told you, man? You
been out on the streets for weeks.
You're crazy not to take the
chance to kick back for awhile,
'specially with a lady like you
got."
"I know, man, but I just
couldn't. The streets is where it's
happenin'. Other guys don't got
the chance to be with their ladies
with things bein' the way they is,
so how can I tell them I got mine
while they were out mixin' it up
with the 'Siders?"
I just couldn't figure the Hitter
out. He was so intense, you know
what I mean? Any other guy
would have jumped at the chance
to get off the streets.
I tried gettin' Hitter drunk that
night so he wouldn't care what
anybody thought and he'd go
home to Beth, but it didn't
work- he slept at my place
again. Beth was pregnant with
my kid, and Hitter was bound to
find out sooner or later. Hitter
had to go.
Roses are ashes.
Violets are dust.
You followed me-
I raped your trust.
I got a hold ofJojo and told him
that the Hitter had to be killed. I
fed him a bunch of crap about
Hitter betrayin' us to the 'Siders.
Hold Jojo to make it look good-
have the Hiller get somethin'
gain' with the 'Siders and they
split.
It worked. The Hiller never
had a chance. I didn't want to be
there but I couldn't stay away. I
saw it all from the roof above the
lot where it happened. Hitter
and this guy from the 'Siders
started mixing it up, and then the
rest of our guysran - Hiller tried
to get away, but there were too
many of them. They beat the shit
out of him, man, and there I was,
just watching it happen. I've seen
guys die before, even killed a
couple myself, but nothing like
that, man. Nothing like that.
Roses are pretty.
Violets are fine.
You was his-
Now you're mine.
They buried the Hitter a
couple days later. I couldn't go to
the funeral- how could I? I did
sneak in the funeral parlor to see
him. He looked so young layin'
there. I left prelly quick.
After a little while, just long
enough to make it look good,
Beth came over to live at my
place. She had our kid, and
things was OK-for awhile. It
wasn't too long after the kid was
born that Nat, a guy I hardly
knew, came to see me. Usually I
don't even pay any allention to
guys like that, but I'd heard he
waspretty solid, so I let him come
up.
"I came for some advice.
There's a dude I know that just
got screwed, man. He was trying
to make a life for himself, but he
didn't have much, you know? All
he had was one small stash, and
he was saving it. Then along
comes this rich dude and takes it,
so he and his friends can party,
even though he could have galien
as much as he wanted any time
from his own stash."
"Let me handle it, man. The
guy that does that kind of shit
ain't worth messin' around with.
He's history."
"That's what I thought you'd
say.You're the dude, King. Beth
was all the Hiller had, man. You
could have had any chick you
wanted, anytime - all you'd have
to do is say the word. But youjust
had to have her, didn't you?
You're gonna have to pay, man. I
don't know just how, but you're
gonna have to pay somehow. You
wait and see."
"Get the hell out of here, man.
I don't need to hear that shit. Just
get the hell out."
The problem was, he was right.
I don't know what was bothering
me so much about the Hiller
being dead - sure, I had him
killed, but that ain't new- that's
the way life is in the 'hood. You
want something, you take it, and
that's it. But something kept
buggin' me, naggin' in the back of
my head, 'specially at night.
Something about him dyin' was
different from all the rest.
The next day the kid took sick.
After a couple days we took him
to the doctor 'cause he just
wasn't gettin' better. They ran
tests on him for three days, until
I couldn't see how the poor kid
could've had any blood left in
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him, they'd stuck him so many
times. They never did figure out
what was wrong with him. He
died exactly one week after Nat
was over to see me.
Roses are garbage.
Violets are mud.
I took your life,
and I paid - blood for blood.
A Day at the Lake
body drippin
feet mud slippin
in seaweed under the surface
caught fish flippin
tail flickin from
left to right
food on the bank cookin
people waitin lookin
another day at the lake
Newton Vencil
Untitled. Christy Andrews. photograph
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III
Having To Wear a Name Tag Again
by Shari Westercamp
I Iwas nervous. Mom was nerv-
ous. She didn't have much to say
except, "Things will be fine." Her
quietness, though, didn't put me
at ease. I knew things were going
to be different. Now I realize she
was simply afraid to let me go, to
let me out into the world, to let
me grow up. I kissed Mom good-
bye, stepped in the bus and
turned around to pose for a pic-
ture. My first day of kindergarten
had offtcially begun.
When I arrived at school, the
bus driver got off the bus with me
and the other first-timers and
showed us down the long grey
hallway to the yellowdoor on the
left - my classroom. As we ap-
prehensively entered, the
teacher greeted us with a smile
and asked our names. "Shari
Westercamp," I replied quietly.
She guided me to my desk where
she pinned a name tag on my
shirt. Itwasn't fancy, just a piece
of paper with my name, my
teacher's name, and my bus num-
ber all written in black marker.
Our desks formed a large square;
everyone could see everyone.
After the other kindergartners
were seated, we timidly went
around the room and said our
names. That made me more
nervous; I wanted everyone to
like me. For the rest of the daymy
classmates and I went on a tour
of the building. We quietly
walked down the hallways while
our teacher explained the pur-
pose of each room. I hated walk-
ing by all the classrooms, for the
students all stared and
whispered as we went by. We
spent what seemed like hours in
the library learning where to find
this and how to check-out that.
Finally, it was time to go home.
Three-and-a-half hours of new
experiences and nervousness
made me anxious to leave. As I
walked down the long grey
hallway and entered the bus, I
took a deep breath, knowing I
wasgoing home, but yet realizing
I would have to come back
tomorrow.
Thirteen years later Ire-lived
my first day of kindergarten ~ my
first month of college. The drive
to college was long. My mom,
who traveled with me while my
dad followed behind in the car
was extremely quiet. We didn't
exchange more than ten words
during the six-hour drive. Mom
and I both realized I was leaving,
going out on my own. As the
hours passed, my nerves
tightened making me tired and
sick. When we arrived at my
dorm, my parents and I were
greeted by a student, who I later
found out was my Resident As-
sistant. "Are you Shari Wester-
camp?" she asked.
"Yes," I replied.
"Good. Your roommates have
been waiting for you." She then
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led me into the grey, brick build-
ing to room 105.After awkward
introductions with my room-
mates, my RA pointed to an en-
velope with a red button inside.
"That's your name tag," she said.
"You'll need to wear that for the
next three days." That night I
went to a floor meeting held in
one of the dorm rooms. We
formed a large square as we sat
against the walls. With hesita-
tion, we told our names and
where we lived. My anxiety in-
creased; I wanted to be accepted.
Later that week, the other fresh-
men and I were taken on a tour
of the library and Learning
Resource Center. It was embar-
rassing touring the library while
the upperclassmen whispered
and stared. Finally, the day to go
home arrived. A month of new
experiences and nervousness
make me anxious to leave. As I
started the six-hour journey for
home, I took a deep breath,
knowing I was going home, yet
realizing I would have to come
back Monday. •
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